CHAPTER VI

Shower down thy love, O burning bright!   For one

t   night, or the other night
Will come the Gardener In white* and gathered
flowers are dead, Yasmin.

JAMES ELROY FLECKER.

DOREEX never quite knew when It was that she
fell in love with Charles. It may have been that
first moment when she saw him coming through
the convent garden with the Mother leaning on
her old stick; It may have been later, when they
had tea in the inn, or when they made the Journey
together. In Paris. In the rose-garden at Clifton.
By the lake that evening when they went to see
the swans" nest on the Island.

She never knew.

Perhaps it was not love in the accepted terms.
Perhaps it was a keen fondness, something akin
to love, though not quite the same thing. She
was not sure.

She cared for him.

He might be older than she was, he might be
old enough to be her father, but she did not
care about a thing like that.    Why should age
matter so much?    People made too great a
about it,

It might be that, the prison having opened, it
was only natural that she should suddenly fall
in love with the man who had opened those doors
for her? Again she did not know.

She cared for him absolutely.
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